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A very merry Christmas to all.

Christmas eve. Think of tie poor.

For a man who owns the country, J.
Plerpont Morgan is modest.

Chlof Brlnn deals so much in "pipe
dreams' on his own account that he
Is very apt to accuse others of Indulg-
ing In the same pastime.

Here's mutiny in the ranks. Dr. Anna
Shaw, president of the National Amer-
ican Woman's Suffrage association,
saya everything In connection with
woman suffrage, looks glorious except
the trousers, which she will not wear.

Paderewskl. the great musician, in a
recent Interview, declared that both
he and his wife were emphatically and
entirely in favor of votes for women
and their admission to the rights of
cltlxeoshlD and believed that a real
reform would follow the enfranchise- - j

ment of all women. Meanwhile. Mrs.
Paderwskl might contribute to mod-
ern reform by trimming her husband s
hair.

j A LKSSO FOR LAWYERS.
There Is a little story In the Wlscon- -

aln State Journal which carries Its
I own moral. The only point la that the
' cases of puuluhment are not more

frequent.
On Blackwell'a Island, New York

' City's "land of correction," there is
now to be seen a big man, about 50
yeara old, working as a "white wing."

' He wears the regulation prison garb
', and trundles his little dump cart about,
, gathering up the refuse from the

streets of New York's prison city. He
was one of the leading counsels In a
famous murder trial several years ago.
He commanded large fees. He had a
handsome suite of offices. He wore
expensive clothes His face was round
ruddy and beaming, his eye keen aud
bis laugh contagious.

One day an old man was knocked
down, in the financial district, and
robbed of valuable securities. A re-
gard was offered for the return of the
securities, and by and by the thieves
entered in'.o negotiations. This prom- -

...... . . .1 1 L. ! J

He said he was their counsel. He was
arrested, and convicted as an accom-
plice, baupe be had accepted part of
the loot as his fee for undertaking the
negotiations. He was disbarred, and
Sentenced to five months on the island.

It is a stooped, tired-eye- d man with
seldom A smile, who wheels the little
refuse cart about the island. When
his time is up, what will he do? His
profession is closed to him. He Is a
disgraced man.

What a lesson to every roun? man
in professional or business life! This
man must have known well that what
he wss doing was outside the bounds
of legal e'hlcs outside the bounds of
tumor a;id honesty.

But t re fee was big. and he thought
he could "get away with It."

That dividing line Is always there
aha line between hones'y and dlsbon-ssty- ,

between right and wrong. Often
there is a temptation to take just a
step on the other side of it, when the
reward Is big snd it seems as though
It were going to be easy to "get away
with it-L- et

evry rosn whom temptation may
fver confront think what must be the
thoughts of that tired-eye- d man on
Blackwell's island, as his mind goes
back to the day when temptation led
him to cross that line.

THU GRATKFCL, NATION.
Having spent considerably more than

s M. OOO.OOO.oOO for pensions since the
I ;nd cf the Civil wsr, congress is now

isked for the largest sum on record,
rhls year $105,000,000 is needed, and
:h estiuia es for the next is $185,000.- -

: oo.
When it is considered that It is

learly half a century since the close
f th Civil war. It must be admitted

?
--ha', here Is a republic which Is not
ungrateful. It has paid more to the

; urvlvtcg veterans than the contest
ictually cost In money something un-- (

paralleled in history- - It seems certa.n
that the appropriations will exceed
flOO.OOO.QOO annually for a decade.

It Is believed that about 1.250.000 in- -

tividuals enlisted ln the union army.
including a large number of mllitia-- 1

Ben. who are not pensionable. About
100.000 were killed, mortally wounded
ir died flf disease before the contest

"
tnded. It Im believed that there are

) tow about (00,000 survivors of the
i ?M1 war. Altogether. 2JOO.000 per--t

tens went pensioned. Including widows
1

u d children, aa well as aome of other
Irn. The law recently passed great-- "

c Ucreaies the sums allowed to act- -

nal veterans, and this 1s what cause
the Increase, since the pensions are
progressive, according to age.

The average age of enlistment was
22 years. Counting from 18G3 aa the
middle of the war, the average veteran
would be about 72 If alive. There eere
many boys who went Into the war who
are still la the CO's. anil there is not
much reason to believe that they will
all b gone 20 years hence.

This nation makes no apology for Its
largess, but It la certain that no other
country could do so mnch, no matter
bow good Its Intentions. It Is a noble
example to all the world. There are
more than 300,000 widows on the roll,
and they have a longer expectation of
life than the veterans.

CHRISTMAS AND ITS NOBLE
SPIRIT.

Christmas, with its holy light, Its cheer,
its good will among men, cornea to-

morrow. Commemorating the birth of
the divine Child, it Is the most sacred
as well as the happiest day in all
Christendom. To the old, no leas than
to the young, it reflects the peace of
God on earth, which Is the good will
of men among men.

There are many who, out, of the
goodness of their hearts, wish they
were rich at this time of year that
they might do for others, and yet It is
the one season when It is blessed to
be poor. It celebrates the real virtue It
of lowliness and humility. The Child
of Be'hlehem came into the world un a
der the most humble circumstances.
Born In a manger. He was given to the
world that He might be sacrificed for
mankind. He was 'the evidence of
God's great love for man, and it is on
this account that Christmas, more than
any other festival, is significant in its
thought both of the religious meaning
of the day and of the poor and the un-
fortunate. ' .

It la the day of days wnen people
who, though they may have far less
of this world's goods than others, find
real Joy in giving because the art In-

volves aome degreo of sacrifice. I Is
noble always to give, but the person
who, in order to do so, must make
self-denial- keeps the true Christmas
spirit.

No work In connection with the f en- -

eraJ observance of Christmas could
bring greater Joy and gratification
than that In which The Argus has been
engaged for several years, with the co-

operation of Miss Dina Ramser. Miss
Margaret Giles and other noble-hearte- d

women In Rock Island, in
the care of the poor children.
Through the Associated Charities, the
circles of the King's Daughte'rs, the
Salvation Army, and other agencies of
a similar nature, the poor people are
remembered Christmas day, with food
and clothing, but consideration of the
children in the happier sense has not
before been recognized in so compre-
hensive and systematic a scheme as
that which The Argus Santa Claus
Fund committee has pursued. If then
Is a poor child In Rock Island to w hom
Santa Claus will not come this year,
the oversight Is unavoidable and Uie
child so neglected is not forgotten.
The Argus Santa Claus committee will
make another round New Year's eve.
one week from today, in order to care
for all who may possibly have been
overlooked today. Tyhere there are t

such instances, all that is necessary Is j

to drop The Argua a note or postal
giving the names, ages and locations,
and San'a Claus will not fall them a!
ttelr from trtHnv Pcw-in!- i m 1 v
have knowledge of poor children being
nn.ln,i(nl 11! .nnf. . I

;fing The Argus or either of the com- -

mltteo leaders, Miss Ramser or Miss
Giles.

The goodfellow movement, which
ha enabled people who desire to play
Santa Claus themselves by visiting
and bestowing happiness upon children
for whom Santa Claus would not be
able to care otherwise, has proven
a happy feature of the Santa Clfia
spirit, and all who have responded to
the opportunity presented by The Ar-
gus and have been supplied wi h
names, should not fail in the obliga-
tion theyAave taken upon themselves.
They will cause bitter heartaches and
disappointment if they do.

The Argua takes this occasion to ex-
press its gratitude to all who through
contribution to-- he Santa Claus Fund,
or responding to the goodfellow propo-sl'lo- n,

hsve cooperated with the an
nual movement, and likewise to Miss i

and

Hart,

this
Santa Claus ln all that means
the children the as well as to
these upon whom Fortune has
ed a more .smile may not over-
look a slnfile child In Rock Island at
this most holy time.

GORDON'S BLUNDER.

Grave Mistake of a Budding
Engliah Qaneral.

When General Gordon a lad at
school he wss as mischievous as
boys. When boys hsd done any-
thing wrong they were shot op In a
large, barely furnished room and set
to write a Latin author.

was one of most fre-
quent In this" and be
used to tie annoyed by the boys
were free coming the door snd Jeer-
ing at him through the keyhole. Re-
solving get eveu, he srocured a
large syringe, and. It bins
the next time he went to write
he went round to the desks
and sucked up the Ink Into the syringe.

By and by he heard stealthy foot-
steps coming down the passage. Near-
er they came at last
halted outside the door. "They ar
peeping through the keyhole." Whisper
ed future goners I. the
syringe to the keyhole, be squirted tbe
contents all lb energy
he could master.

Tbere was a smothered exclamatioa
of disgust, and then some one. fumblgd.
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, AFTER THEATRE ICPPERS.

With all the high, class restaurants,
grillrooms and fine hotels in our city,
who are ready good food
the best of service, etill most mothers
prefer having a little supper at home
for the young people, and many older
ones prefer this arrangement, as it
gives an opportunity for the use
chafing dish, percolator, electric hot
plate toaster. Both men and wo-rqe- n en

can air their new ideas in cook-
ing and at the same time there is
more sociability and real entertaining
than could possibly be outside of tho
home.

Do not make too hard work of it.
is really more in a little planning

ahead not planning for too great
variety. If a Welsh rarebit Is de-

cided upon, then a simple Balad with
French dressing and coffee or any of
the light cold drinks, or perhaps a
creamed dish of some chicken, sweet-
breads mushrooms is desired, or
an omelet, scrambled eggs or oysters,
which may be prepared in so many
ways,, best all, sandwiches and
coffee, which everyone is sure like.
See that the marketing is done In
plenty of time, so everything can be
prepared even to the butter molded
Just meaBure a tablespoon, liquids
of all kinds in little pitchers on trays,
lamps filled for chafing dish, if the
electric ones are not used.

Whatever meat is to be used should
be measured and cut as desired and

Field of
NEW YEAR AND LIPPINCOTTS.
Not one of the many publications

now being displayed on the news-
stands is more attractive inside or
out--tha- n the January Lipplncott's.
From its very striking cover by the
Kinney's to its ever-popula- r depart-
ment of humor, "Walnuts and Wine,"
a, the end of the book, there isn't a
feature that doesn't demand attention
end compel Oe interest.. The novel-
ette is "Tropicania," a stirring tale of
leve and valor in South America. The
man who wrote it Will Levington
Comfort also wrote those ' widely-discusse- d

books "Fate Knocks at the
Door" and Routledge Rides Alone,"
which Is a guarantee of the new nov-
elette's literary excellence. Neither in
theme nor in treatment does it In
any wise resemble the usual run of
auvenlure stones, ine plot is rresu
ord vi8rous and there is the skflfiil
characterization one na8 been ied to
rtpect ln Mr- - Comfort's stories. The
0Ely 'disappointment the reader is
iiKeiy 10 ieei is mat me is not a

tlv .
J UPFC 8 a generous allotment of

short stories in the number. Edna Ken-
ton contributes "Mercedes the Mind-Reader-

Angus Lynne, "The Honor
of Battery B"; Amy Crosby, "The
Tuning of Huldah"; Elizabeth Winter,
"Unwritten Law"; Carl II. Grabo,
"Poor Art's Sake"; and Harold Sus- -

with the handle of door. It opened.
and In stalked the head innstr. bis I

fnce black with wrath ai:d his once
suowy irliirt front Mnck ink. We
must draw n veil over pn in fill
scene which followed. London Globe.

HART'S EASY JOB.

Slept For a Week and Mads E nouQ! to
Live on For a Year.

To sjeep for one's Uviu. says the
London Chronicle, may apcal to some
as a more attractive alternative than to

STANLEY OVJ FOR i

i

i

BRADLEY'S TOGA

ML v

Rep. A. O. Stanley.

Congressman A. O. Stanley, demo-
crat, from the second Kentucky dis-

trict, has formally Kiinsunced his can-
didacy to succeed Senator W. O. Brad- -

i

-j 'r republican. Stanley has repre-- j

sented his district ln congress for ten '

yeara He was prominently Identified
with the steel investigation.

Ramser and Miss Giles and their c0- - work for one s living. Hut the rent hns
workers to all wh. out of the ' been achieved. In tu I:ii!y Coursut of
goodness of their .hearts, have con-- 1

An- - 17M- - ,,le '"H'in ndvertise-trtbute- d

to the success of the under- - meDt appears: "Nicholas who
taking. slept last year ln St. Bartholomew's

It Is th hone of The ir, th.t hospital, intends to sleep year at
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ready with the milk, cream and other
seasonings. Then, after dinner the
table can be quickly laid and In a
moment after returning from the thea-
tre the coffee machine can be all ready

light. In fact, there should be
really nothing, to do but for every one

get busy, as that is really where
real pleasure comes in. It is sur

prising how everybody likes to "stir
things," and the entertaining part will
take care of Itself.

SAl'CB A LA SCHOSBEHG.
It was Sovarin who said that "The

discovery of a new sauce was of more
Importance than a new planet."

The following sauce is particularly
suitable for the chafing dish with fish,
chicken breast 'or guinea hen:

Materials Butter, two tablespoon-fuls- ;

flour, two tableepoonfuls; chick
broth, two cups; cream, one-hal- f

cup: tomato sauce, three tab'espoon- -

fuls; small onion, one; .bay leaf, one;
yolk of egg, one; cloves, two; chopped
parsley, one teaspoonful; cognac n
teaapoonful; white wine, one-fourt- h

cup; mushrooms, one-hal- f can; sweet-
breads, one pair.

Directions: Brown the butter and
jiour togeiner sngnuy m tne cnanng ;

aisn airecuy over tne name; slice ids
onion very fine and cook with thlB un-
til yellow, and add the chicken broth,
tomato sauce or strained pulp, bay
leaf, small cloves, parsley, cognac and
wine. Season with salt and pepper and
strain. This should all be done pre-
vious to entertaining, unless there is
plenty of time. Now add the mush-
rooms, sliced and browned in a little
butter, with the diced sweetbreads.
Mix this all well together Now add
until thoroughly heated, chicken, lob-
ster or any other meats mentioned
and when ready to serve, thicken with
the yolk of an egg beaten into the
cream. Stir well for a moment and
serve.

Literature
man, "Mrs. Warren's Earring." There
la also another Russian "Short-Stor- y

Masterpiece" "Comrades," by IMaxim
Gcrky. As usual, there is an Intro-
duction by the editor

Forbes Lindsay, the well known
traveler and lecturer, tells some start-
ling things in "The Menace of China's
Development." According to him,
there is a very real yellow peril, not-
withstanding it is not a warlike one.
Edward Sherwood Mead, the financial
expert, writes of "The Investor and
the Gold Supply," giving facts of vital
moment to every investor, great or
small. Dr. Mead also conducts the
magazine's financial department, "In-
vestment." The department "Ways of
the Hour" contains the following short
but. noteworthy papers: "The Last
Refuge of Romance," by Herman
Srheffauer; "Overloading the Canal,"
by Edwin L. Sabin; "Temperament,"
by Helen Coale Crew; and "The Pride
of Inferiority," by Percy F. Bicknell.
"Walnuts and Wine," before-mentioned- ,

is full of good things in fhyme and
in prose. Minna Thomas Antrim,
aulhor of "Don't for Boys," stands
sponsor for some thought-provokin- g

"Reminders for Boys."
The poetry in this Issue is of un-

usual interest and unusual merit.
Edith M. Thomas, Ella Whe'.ler Wil-
cox, Alice Hartich, Ethel Haller Porter,
and Edward Wilbur Mason an: among
the singers represented.

the Cock and Bottle In Little Britain."
Some further of till.-- nrofes- -

sionnl somilolist are to be fotim .n the
Spectator for Oct. 1 of that year. It
appears that Hart was every year
seized with a periodical fit of slopping,
which began on Aug. 5 and ended on
the 1Kb. Its various stapes are thus
described:

"On the 1st of that month he grew
dull; on the '2d. appeared drowsy; on
'he 3d. fell on the 4th, be-

gan to nod; on the 5th, dropied asleep":
on the 6th, was heard to suore: on the
7th, turned himself in his bed: on tbe
Stb, recovered his former posture: on
the JHh. fell ou the 10th,
about midnight, awaked; on the 11th.
in the morning, called for a little small
beer." This performance, it Is asserted,
gained for Hart "enough to support
himself for a twelvemonth."

Polished and Vigoreua.
Observing a pnsaengcr with the

butt of a cigar in bis fingers,
tbe street car conductor requested him
to put it out.

"It is out. you chump," responded
the passenger.

"Pardon me," resumed the conductor,
'if I have failed to make myself clear.
Tbe condition to which I bad reference
was not one of mere temporary

but of elimination, tbe
eradication. I might say. of the physi-
cal presence of your nicotine ladwi rem-
nant, this process followed necessarily
by cessation of tbe odor now permeat-
ing an atmosphere already somewhat
deficient, I fear, in the essential ele-
ment of oxone. I'm a bumble conduct-
or, and my aim is to please; but. you
big porcine stiff, you throw that cigar
through the door or I'll throw you and
it both. See?"

"Excuse roe. professor," replied the
passenger meekly, snd tbe incident
was closed. Philadelphia Ledger.

Knew Her Hubby.
Mother Is your letter to your hus-

band ady to mall?
Married Daughter It's all done ex

reptlng tho postscript telling bin to
end we some more money. I'm look-

ingfor another sheet of paper.
"Write it across the lines."
"No. indeed. He'll pit-ten- he couldn't

read If New York Weekly.

J pi -r--r-

take war
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Stripea and Bars.
The thin girl and the stout girl

were admiring some handsome gowns
displayed in the show window of a
department store. i

I'd like that one," said the fat girl, i

Indicating one cf the prettiest. i

Huh. said the other. "I never
wear stripes."

With a glance at the more than
sylphlike figure of her companion the j

atout girl replied: j

"Of course not. It would be utterly ;

impossible. There wouldn't Re room
to put more than one stripe used
lengthwise, and if von wnrp them hnH.
jontally they'd be bars."

j
And Then She Said

"That's a sad case." said Mrs. Jones,
as she laid the paper on her knees and j

wiped her spectacles "A bride struck j

dumb after leaving the altar, and by

eaneechC"U recovered her j

'

-- !th
"It's tfTLVJc TtT I sigh.

mv dear"
"Its

the way of the world Some men have
all the luck.".

Unromantlc.
"She says I am in her thoughts by

day and her dreams by night."
"Don't you believe It?"
"Do you mean to insinuate that she

is deceiving me?"
"I mean she is wearing a pair of

sho'ea a size too small for her, and by
day her thoughts are where her ache
is."

Going' Some.
.Belle Is she the kind of woman

who would take the bread out of an-- rescue ner lrora lnlCKel or ""K"-nthor'- n

mnnth ous thorns. She certainly would not
Beulah Why, she would take the

hairpins out of another woman's
mouth!

MANY LIKE HIM.

N il.
Cook Gifts will never win a girl's

love. You make her a handsome pres-
ent for Christmas, and you have noth-
ing to show for it.

Hook But I have. Here's the
ticket for my watch.

Woofl
The men who make the "irlrly" ehoir

Po not do things by halves;
They at;ir a mtl'.-.mai- chorii3 so

That It can show its calves.

In New York.
The stranger Entered the bank and

approached the nearest teller.
"I want to make a deposit,' he said.
The teller looked around cautious-

ly, and when he spoke his voice had
dropped to a whisper.

"Savings, commercial or police?" he
asked.

Vienna's Fame.
"Were you at Vienna when you were

abroad?'
"Why should I go to Vienna?" re-

joined the girl of Icy hauteur. "I
care for neither musical comedy nor
sausage."

Good Substitute.
"Uncle, tell me ail about AH Baba

and the 40 thieves."
"I do not remember that story. But

I will, if you like, tell you about ray
European trip and the 40 hotelkeep-era.- "

Won, Anyway.
Bill And you say the horse won by

a neck?
Jill Yes.
Eill I thought a horse always won

by four feet.

Sizing Her Up.
Patience Why do you think she Is

two-faced- ?

Patrice Because she has twice as
much chin as other women, and dou-
ble the amount of cheek.

Driven to It.
Young Widow Did ycu have any

trouble getting Jack to propose?
Girl Friend No. dear; I told him,

you were pf- -

Not Interested.
"Yon really ought to take np the

study of reincarnation." said the yonng
woman of great mentality.

"Not I." answered Mr. Dust in ftax.
"These investigations are givinc me ail
the trotjfi!? concemicfr my past tliat 1

ern fcau.l at present" Washington
StaK.

The Argus
The Magic Horn Bv Clarissa Mackle.
Copyrighted. 1S1X. By AMoclttKI Literary Burn.

The road wound sinuously between
tall hedges of blackberry and cat brier.
Woodbine draped the young locusts
along the fence, and in place the wild
grape vines bad flung tendrils across
the Intervening space until they formed
a green arbor overhead. The sand
yielded easily to the tread, and on ei-

ther side of the road there was a hard
beaten footpath. It was a road for
slow moving country wagons or for pe-

destrians and had never known the ar-

rogance of a motorcar.
Itose Lewis lingered under the grape-

vines where the sun filtered through
and cast flickering shadows on ber
white bat and gown. Beneath the
bat's brim ber face looked forth aa
sweet as her namesakes, the wild roses
of the hedge. Under ber arm was a
roll of music, for she had been giving

plnno lesson to the smallest Jones
etrl anh the hour had been one of such
excruciating discords that Rose had
sought the lane road, hoping that the
6org of a thrush might obliterate the
inharmonious sounds that still rang in
her head.

The thrash was slnclne on a tall
wind beut chestnut tree, and as he I

swayed to and fro. thrilled with the
ecstasy of bis own song. Rose paused
to watch him. When he bad ceased
and naa wmgea nis way 10 me wooas
xaT.nnl, th cMh hii tnoi then. en.
chanted Dy the Mrd nok8 from bough

th,cket untu froin the u,ghway
Lh rnQ th n th vftU Mow
tbere came eJody of . horn. Rose
had neard M onoe before' at n'Kht
" had sounded directly under her wln- -
. , . ... ... a.UUU, UUU sue UOU 1U7 muom v
passing lights and the crunch of auto-
mobile tires in the road as the machine
whizzed past, and the sound had left

v
Its impression upon her.

Now she started again as It echoed
through the valley, coming nearer.
nearer' sne knew tnac lr sne numea
to the end of the lane road she would
see 11 Pas9. but "be.didn't want to see
It. nose iwis wn u urcauier ui
dreams, and she preferred to delude
herself with the fairy tales of her
childhood. Now she laughed as she
told herself that it was the magic horn
of the fairy prince who was coming to

go to the end of the road and see her
dream shattered by a mud splashed
automobile filled with veiled and gog-

gled forms.
The highway crossed the winding

lane Just below the tree where the
thrush bad sung. The horn sounded
ntrnln. coming nearer, its musical
chord trembling on tbe summer air.
Then with a crackling rush something
big and black invaded tbe winding
road. Rose hud barely time to flee
into the thorny thicket when there
was a loud explosion,' and the big ma-
chine came to a standstill in front of
her. making her a prisoner among the
thorns.

From the red leather cushioned seat
a solitary man sat and stared at ber
from behind big goggles until the truth
of the situation burst upon him. Then
he flung aside cap and goggles, tore
off bis llneu duster and stepped down
into the narrow path. His handsome
face was wrinkled with concern as he
addressed her.

"I'm afraid I nearly ran you down,"
he said courteously? "If you will al-

low me to assist you out of this mess
of thorns there, my knife will make
it easier why. your sleeve Is torn, and
I'm afraid the thorns have wounded
you."

Rose was too startled by the sud-
denness of the accident to make a re- -

Ply.
At last be cut an opening In the

thicket and gently extricated her from
the cruel briers that snatched her skirt
and grossed against her rounded arms.
Here and there on her sleeve was a
red stain of blood.

"I hope you will let me administer
some remedies. I have a little case In
my pocket with everything to allay
pain, and there, if you will roll np
your sleeve n little now. that ought
to jrive you some relief. Briers are
nasty things." As he talked he was
dabbins at the wounds with bits of ab-
sorbent cotton dipped in some antisep-
tic fli:ld produced from the medicine
case; then he applied an ointment and
deftly wound a strip of gauze down
the arm to the slender wrist. When
he had finished he looked regretfully
at his completed work, very much as
if he wished be could do It all over
again.

"Thank yon so much." said Rose
shyly. "It could have waited until I
reached home. One U often scratched
by thorns ln the country."

"But I drove you Into tbe thicket, and
I am responsible for yonr Injuries," he
protested, with a winning smile, as be
snapped tbe little cose together and
returned It to his' pocket. "I'm afraid
I frightened you too."

"I was frightened for the 'moment.
You set-- , one does not expect motor-oar- s

in the iane-rond.-

"I should say not."" lie ejaculated, as
ff suddenly aware of his predicament
"It's all the fanlt of my map.. It was
erensed and broken, and I could not de-

termine whether the rond to Cliffden
was tbe first or second turnoff to tbe
left, to I tossed np a coin snd took the
first, and here I am with a punctured
tire and almost bub deep in sand."
He gazed mournfully at the car. wblcl
quite filled tbe narrow roadway with
its bulk.

"You will need assistance to get It
out." , suggested Rose. "Mr. Jansen.
the blacksmith, doe that sort of
thing. Jaoi sure."

"Thank you. it is very likely that
tie can belp me put on anotlTer tire. 1

will look him np immediately If yon
will kindly direct me." He looked
eagerly at Rose, hoping that the way
to the blacksmith's shop would be her
path also.

"You must go back to the highway.
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and you will find it at the corner of
the Cliffden road, about a quarter of a
mile beyond here. Oh. may I trouble
you for my music roll?" She pointed
to the thicket, where the forgotten mu-

sic roll was half hidden among the
weeds. j,

The stranger assisted ber into the
path, piloted her beyond the bulk of
the machine and then returned to the
thicket for the music roll. As he ex-

tricated it be could not forbear seeing
the name engraved on a little 6ilver
plate under the strap.

He gave it to Rose and watched her
as she went along the path away from
the highroad, in which direction he
must go. He did not know tnat the
shorter route to the Lewis borne would
be to follow the directions she had giv-

en him and return to the highway.
Rose wanted to be alone for awhile.
She wanted to still the beating of her
heart and to feel the telltale flush fade
from her hot cheeks before she went
home. She turned around for an In-

stant, and then something happend
that added to her confusion and em-

barrassment.
When the stranger had thrown awny

the bits of absorbent cotton they-- lind

clung to tho blackberry bushes like
tufts of snow. Now, as Roje tnrneu
6he saw two birds a yellow warbler
and his soberly attired little mate-ho- ver

over the bushes and then dart
down and nwhy with the bits of cotton

in their beaks.
Rose fairly ran until she reached a

quiet wood road that would take her
home. It had been the most exciting
day she had ever known. It seemed as
if every incident had borne some

because of her foolish dreama
of magic horns and princes.

The man, Neal Hnyden. was not un-

moved by what had happened. Once
when he had been a little tad somebody
had sent him a valentine. It pictured
a little girl's sweet face peeping from
a bower of wild roses, and the picture
clung to hlra all through his boyhood
and yonth until he had come to believe
thnt when he found his ideal girl she
would have the faoe of his valentine,
and she wss always wreathed with
roses.

The suddenness of seeing-th-e lovely

face of Rose Lewis framed ln the pink
bloom of wild roses had agitated him
for tbe momeut, and then to learn from
the music roll that her name was Rose
set him to dreaming dreams of his own
as he slewly sought the services of the "

blacksmith. He, too. had reddened as
the) yellow birds bad stolen the bits of
cotton from tbe bushes. Every Inci-

dent had its significance for him also.
The next day there came a big box

of pink roses addressed to Rose Lew-

is, and inside was Uayden's card with-

out an address. He expressed his
hope that Rose hnd sufred no 111 ef-

fects from her encounter with tho
thorns. Rose told the story to her
mother, and the roses occupied a place
of honor on the plnno. where Rose
found herself softly playing the plain-

tive minor chord that sounded from
the horn of Hayden's automobile.

Often after that Rose henrd the
sound of the horn as tbe machine
whirled past her home, but Heveral
months went by, and as she never saw
Neal Hayden again she forbade her-

self to dream of fairy princes and
magic horns and tried to forget the
Incident which at the time hnd seemed
so astonishing to her. But now. In-

stead of dreanilnc of Imaginary
princes. Rose found herself with a
real flesh and blood hero, who Invaded
her dreams and refused to be ban-

ished,.
Then came a day when she went

wlih her cousins to the big county
fair. Here were gathered many fash-
ionable folks from the country estates
near by. ntid here were many men
from the city. Neal Hayden was
there, too, and when he saw Rose
with the Drake Lewises, her cousins,
be fairly Hew across the Intervening
space and claimed Instant friendship
with Drake Lewis, who had been his
classmate at college.

After that It "was only a. qneatjon of
time before Neal Hayden dared con-

fess his love for Drake 'Lewis' little
country cousin. All through that au-
tumn, when the iHiie rond was turning
to a path of crimson and gold. Hay-
den was seeking for words in wbicli
to tell his love. Then one day when
the wind was shaking the leaves down
ln golden showers Rose, wnlked in the
lane rond and saw Neal Hayden com-
ing toward her.'

She waited, looking lovelier than
ever in her white knitted coat and
white wool cnp. Just before they met
the. same breeze thnt sent her golden
hair In little wisps about ber pam
shook a dogwood tree, and from the
branches there tumbled the cunningly
woven nest of n yellow warbler.
From It there fluttered lilts of white
cotton and shreds of the blue pnr
which Harden had thrown away.

The empty nest fell to the ground
between them, and their eyea met
above It. and Neal suddenly was
aware that he need not suy anything.
Ills eyes had asked the question, hers
bad answered It. aud their dream.iivi't
come true.

Dec. 24 in American
History.

1745 Benjamin Rush, "signer." colo-
nial congreoxiiian nnj eminent ineU-- .
!cnl prnc tltiuer, orn; died 1S1.1.

plier "KIt" Carson, Mi-
dler and uut of the plain, born;
died 1WW.

1811-Burn- ing of the Richmond thea-
ter. Richmond. Va.; 70 ierons lost
their lives, including the governor
of the state.

1S14 Treaty of peace between the
I 'rilled States and Crest Britain,
ending the war t,t 1S1'.', signed at
tlheut. Beli'luiii.

I'JW-He- ar Admiial Ldwln White, U.
Ji. N.. died; born 184X


